#20 


theSIMPSONS 






THE BONGO BEAT 


NEVER 
SAY DIE* 

Welcome to issue *20 of 
Treehouse of Horror. This year 
we’ve assembled a "scream 
team" of Bongo big shots to 
bring you all the tales of living 
dead lunacy that one comic 
can possibly contain. It's a 
veritable smorgasbord of 
zombie treats for you to sink 
your teeth into! 

Due to the disconcerting 
nature of this comic, make sure 
you lock the doors and dim the 
lights for maximum creep-out 


while reading. For the faint-of- 
heart, rest assured that 
there's still plenty of Simpsons- 
style hilarity mixed in along 
with the brain matter-fueled 
mayhem. After all, you can’t 
have “slaughter" without 
"laughter.” 

This issue also holds special 
meaning for me. Two decades 
ago, when I was a fledgling 
comic book colorist, the very 
first job I did for Bongo was a 
promo piece for the upcoming 
Treehouse of Horror *1. It was 
my introduction to the wild and 
wondrous ways of Bongo 


Entertainment, Incorporated, 
and I never looked back. 

Just think, in that same time 
span we’ve seen the rise of the 
Internet, five U.S. presidential 
elections, the laying of 
countless fingers upon count¬ 
less Butterfinger candy bars, 
the invention of the Snuggie®, 
and the tumultuous terms of 
nearly two dozen Miss America 
pageant winners! It's now 
twenty years later, and I feel 
like we’re just getting started. 

So enjoy this extra-hefty, no- 
holds-barred gore-fest of 
gruesomeness! We'll return 
next month with our regularly 




















































































































































































































































































tv- J 





L/ 













TEXAN. FORTUNATELY, 
IIS MEMORY WILL UVE O 
IN THIS SPACIOUS AND 
^COMFORTABLE HAT 


SUCCESSFUL. WE FOUND 


RATHER DASHING 















HAPPENED IN CAPITAL 












































































Y' YOU'RE EXACTLY THE SAME 
PERSON dOU WERE BEFORE ALL 
THIS STARTED! GREEDS AND SELF- 
CENTERED. ONLd INSTEAD OF DONUTS 
k AND BEER, NOW YOU’RE OBSESSED A 
WITH POWER! 


«EAH, THAT'S 
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that-ll euy^^^M 

V US A MINUTE! IF 

H \ 


& WE CAN MAKE IT ' 

back home.^^^^M 


ST. 
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DON'T DO IT, BUDDS'. '^Hfa B 

P I CAN LEAD HOU TO Md ^ 

QFJQ \ STOCKPILE OF STALE ijr—T 

MsaHpl'H^S^pP D ° 6S AND -jLw 

EEUAHH! 

"I j X, I REGRET 

^^^oru////A/6/^M 



*®. .sIPhK 

HOMER. SoU^HAD^^^^B 

Kf> TWO CHOICES...CHANGE 

OR...WELL...THE 

^^OTHER ONE_^^^^M 

Ft ~^Y , JT^^^WIW\s^aaah _yn 

rcSH»!8 









FOLKS, I DON'T MEAN TO BE t 
Bossy BENNy, BUT WE'VE 6C 
TO CUT TIES WITH THE PAST 
BUILD SOMETHING NEW. IT'S 
L WHAT HOMER WOULD'VE 

W ANTED. __ 

dESSlR, 

■IPS f THAT'S Md \ 

A ST AND ■ 


rr.i-vE got' 

A COUPLE 
OF ANSELS 
WATCHINS 
kOVER ME> 


UVIN6 ENDlRjJ 



























































































































































































S^WMOOUR. 























































































































































































































































































































































































SNAKE! YOU'RE 
MATCH/ FOR OV 
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BORED? HUNGRY? UNDEAD? 

PUT SOME SHIMMY BACK INTO YOUR SHUFFLE AT 


Bameu'f 



HOME TO THE MOST DELECTABLE BOWLERS WEST OF THE INTERSTATE! 


GRAB A BITE, THEN STAY AND BOWL A FEW 







